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f ISHOP HF.BER'S HYMNS are treasured as 
Sacred Household Words wherever the English 
ll language is spoken ; not so much hitherto as a 
collection, but from their merit as separate 
; they are all favourites, and each has established 
its own. claim to being so regarded without reference to 
their author or to each other's excellence. 

No poet perhaps has commanded a more universal adoption of 
his sacred verse than Reginald Heber, and yet few poets are known 
less by a collection of their most popular productions ; they would 
appear to be a valued possession of Christendom, yet scarcely 



( iv ) . . 

recognised as the Hymns of one author. This arises partly from 
the devoted career of the Bishop in India superseding that of the 
poet, and partly from the unobtrusive way in which his own 
Hymns were given to the world in a collection formed by himself 
from ancient and modem writers to supply a want then felt for a 
Church Hymnal. The Bishop's own Hymns have outlived this 
publication in which he so unostentatiously incorporated them, 
and it is thought by the present publishers that a distinct edition 
of what the Bishop alone was author, will be acceptable to all 
admirers of devotional poetry, and at the same time, by adopting 
a permanent and ornamental form, afford them an opportunity to 
do honour to a memory ever to be revered. 

The publication of this edition is undertaken with due regard 
to the interest of the surviving representative of the author, and 
with the sanction of Mr. Murray, who has published all the 
Bishop's works as well as his compilation of Hymns. As the 
plan upon which the Hymns were composed bears immediate 
reference to the Lessons of the Day, so has this leading idea been 
followed in the plan of illustration ; in many places a purely 
emblematic treatment has been found necessary where the refer- 
ence has been more one of principle than incident. 

The names of the various artists employed will form some 
guarantee that the designs have received careful study, and the 
whole have been engraved under the entire direction of Mr. 
James D. Cooper. It is hoped that their efforts will be esteemed 
to have accomplished the object of a suitable edition of these 
favourite Christian melodies. 
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withering, from the vault of nig 
s withdraw their feeble light. 

rhe Lord will 
\s once in lowly form He 
A silent Lamb to slaughter led, 
1 he bruised, the suffering, and the dead. 

riie Lord will come ! a dreadful form. 
With wreath of flame, and robe of 
On cherub wings, and wings of wind. 
Anointed judge of human-kind ! 

Can this be He who wont to stray 
A pilgrim on the world's highway ; 
D> power opprcss'd, and mock'd by pridi 
Oh God ! is this the crucified ? 



o the rocks com pi, 
lountains cleft in ■ 
^Jf But faith, victorious o'er the tomb, 
Shall sing for joy — the Lord 



Go, tyrants ! 
Go, seek the ■ 
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H Saviour, is Thy promise fled? 

Nor longer might Thy grace endure, 
To heal the sick and raise the dead, 
And preach Thy Gospel to the poor ? 

Come, Jesus! come! return again; 

With brighter beam Thy servants bless, 
Who long to feel Thy perfect reign, 

And share Thy kingdom's happiness ! 




UORD 



Drid is grown old, and her pleasures are past^ 

The world is grown old, and her form may not lasta 

The world is grown old, and trembles for fear ; 

s abound, and judgment is a 

n the heaven is languid and pale; 
And feeble and few are the fruits of the vale ; 
< And the hearts of the nations fail them for fear. 
For the world is grown old, and judgment is neai 

The king on his throne, the bride in her bower, 
The children of pleasure all feel the sad hour j 
e faded, and tasteless the cheer,' 
For the world is grown old, and judgment is n 

The world is grown old 1— but should we complai 
Who have tried her and know that her promise is 
Our heart is in Heaven, our home is not here, 
And we look for our crown when judgment is nea 
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/~VH Saviour, whom Ulis holy mi 
^-^ Gave to our world below ; 
To mortal want and labour born, 
And more than mortal woe ! 

Incarnate Word I by every grief, 
By each temptation tried, 

Who lived to yield our ills relief, 
And to redeem us died 1 



Christmas Day. 

If gaily clothed and proudly fed 
In dangerous wealth we dwell ; 

Remind us of Thy manger bed 
And lowly cottage cell! 



If prest by poverty s 



nvious want we pine, 
Oh may the Spirit whisper near 
poor a lot was Thine! 



Through fickle fortune's various scci« 
From sin preserve us free ! 

Like us Thou hast a mourner been. 
May we rejoice with Thee! 





The martyr first, whose eagle eye 
Could pierce heyond the grave ; 

Who saw his Master in the sky, 
And caird on Hir 



Like Him, with pardon on his tongue 

In midst of mortal pain, 
He pray'd for them that did the wrong! 

Who' follows in 




-SV. S/,-p/im's Day. 

A glorious band, the chosen few 

On whom the Spirit came ; 
Twelve valiant saints, their liope they knew, 

And mock'd the cross and flame. 

Tiity met the tyrant's brandish'd steel, 

Tlie lion's gory mane; 
They bov/d their necks the death to feel ! 

Who follows in their train ? 

A noble army — men and boys, 

The matron and the maid. 
Around the Saviour's throne rejoice, 

In robes of light array'd. 

They climb'd the steep ascent of Heaven, 

Through peril, toil, and pain ! 
Oh God ! to US may grace be given 

To follow in their train ! 





r thy children's lomb ! 



WEEP not o 

O Rachel, ' 
The bud is cropt by martyrdom, 

The flower in heaven shall blow '. 

Firstlings of faith ! the murderer's knife 

Has miss'd its deadliest aim : 
The God for whom they gave their life, 

For them to suffer came ! 

Though feeble were their days and few, 

Baptized in blood and pain. 
He knows them, whom they never knew. 

And they shall live again, / Vl 

Then weep not o'er thy children's tomb : 

O Rachel, weep not so ! 
The bud is cropl by martyrdom. 

The flower in heaven shall blow ! 





Epiphany. 

Say, shall we yield Him, in costly dcvoiion, 
Odours of Edom and offerings divine? 

Gems of the mountain and pearls of the ocean. 
Myrrh from the forest or gold from the mine? 

Vainly we offer each ampic oblation : 

Vainly with gifts woiUd His favour secure : 

Richer by far is the heart's adoration ; 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brig^htest and best ofthe sons of the morning! 

Dawn on our darkness and lend us Thine aid ! 
Star of the East, the faorijion adorning. 

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid ! 



First Sunday after Epiphany. 

Vet didst not Thou disdain awhile 

An infant form to wear ; 
To bless Thy mother with a smile, 

And lisp Thy falter'd prayer. 

But in Thy Father's own abode. 
With Israel's elders round, 

Conversing high with Israel's God 
Thy chiefest joy was found. 

So may our youth adore Thy name 
And, Saviour, deign to bless 

With fostering grace the timid flame 
Of early holiness ! 




Firs/ Sunday after Epiphany. 

Dependent on Thy bounteous breath, 

We seek Thy grace aJone, 
In childhood, manhood, age, and death, 

'I'o keep us stiU thine own. 
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T X THEN on her Maker's bosom 
VV The new-born earth was 1.-11.1, 


^\ \ ^^1 


^'^a 


'1 ill ^^^^1 


And Nature's opening blossom 


^ jj 1 ^^^1 


m\ 


lis fairest bloom displa/d ; 
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When al! with fruit and flowers 


^M^?Qjr i\ ^^^1 
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The laughing soil was drest, 


W^MJtf^Mr \ ^^H 


wi 


And Eden's fragrant bowers 


W^^^^fr^y ^1 
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Received their human guest ; ' 


^W^^^fk'^SBI^' ^1 
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No sin his face defiling, 


IhP* iTi'^v ^^ 
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The heir of nature stood, 


^^ftvv^ ' ' 
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And God, benignly smiling. 
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Beheld that all was good ! 
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Vet, in that hour of blessing, 1] 
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^H 


A single want was known ; 


HUm j^ t^Hv 
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A wish the heart distressing ; 
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For Adam was alone ! 
Oh God of pure affection ! 


^^9H 
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By men and saints adored, ( 
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Who gavest Thy protection 


ia^^HLu ^^1 
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To Cana's nuptial board ; 
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May such Thy bounties ever 
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To wedded love be shown, 
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And no rude hand dissever 
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Whom Thou hast iink'd in one ' 
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ORU ; whose lo\e, i. 

Wash'd the lepers stain a 

Jesus! from Thj heavenly dwelling, 

Hear us, help us, when we prav ' 

From the filth of vice dnd folly, 
From infuriate passion's rage, 

Evil thoughts and hopes unholy. 
Heedless youth and selfish age ; 

From the lusts whose deep pollutions 
Adam's ancient taint disclose, 

From the Tempter's dark intrusions. 
Restless doubt and blind repose ; 

From the miser's cursed treasure. 
From the drunkard's jest obscene. 

From the world, its pomp and pleasure 
Jesus i Master! make us clean! 
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WHKN through the torn sail the wild tempest is streaming, 
When o'er the dark wave the red lightning is gleaming. 
Nor hope lends a ray the poor seamen to cherish. 
We fiy to our Maker— " Help, Lord I or we perish!" 

Oh Jesila I once toss'd on tlic breast of the billow, 
Aroused by the shriek of despair from Thy pillow. 
Now, seated in glory, the mariner cherish. 
Who cries in his danger— " Help, Lord I or we perish!" 



Fourth Sunday after Epiphany, 

And oh, when the whirlwind of pission is raging 
When hell in our heart his wild »arfire is waging. 
Arise in Thy strength Thy redeemed to cherish, 
Rebuke the destroyer — " Help, Lord ' or we perish 




Fourth Sunday after Epiphany. 

Oh Thou that every thought canst know 

And answer every prayer ; 
Oh give me sickness, want, or woe. 

But snatch me from despair ! 

My strugghng will by grace control. 

Renew my broken vow ! 
What blessed light breaks on my soul? 

O God ! I hear Thee now. 
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HE God of Glory walks His round, 

From day to day, from yenr to year, 
And warns us each with awful sound, 
" No longer stand ye idle here ! 



\'c whose young cheeks are rosy bright, 
Whose hands are strong, whose hearts are clear, 

not of hope the morning light ! 
All fools 1 why stand ye idlu here ? 
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Qmnguaf^tstma Sunday 

btrong Creator, baviour rmld, 
Hmnhied to a mortal child. 
Captive, beaten, bound, reviled, 
Jesus, hear and save ! 

Throned above celestial things, 
Borne aloft on angels' wings. 
Lord of lords, and King of kings, 
Jesus, hear and save ! 

Soon to come to earth again, 
Judge of angels and of men. 
Hear us now, and hear us then, 
Jesus, hear and save ! 



^^. 



Third Sunday in Lent. 



Blessed she by all c 

Who brought forth the world's Salvation ! 

And blessed they, for ever blest, 

Who love Thee most and serve Thee best ! 

Virgin-born ! we bow before Thee ! 
Blessed was the womb that bore Thee ! 
Mary, mother meek and mild. 
Blessed was she in her child ! 






KING of eanh and air and sea 1 
■Q The hungry ravens cry to Thee ; 
To Thee the scaly tribes that sweep 
The bosom of the boundless deep ; 

To Thee the lions roaring call, 
The common Father, kind to all ! 
Then grant Thy servants, Lord ! we pray, ^ 
Our daily bread from day to day ! 

The fishes may for food complain ; 

The ravens spread their wings in va 

The roaring lions lack and pine ! (xn 

Cut, God 1 Thou carest still for Thine 1 
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ffll The bleak and lonely wilderness 

NJiiI And Thou hast taught us, Lord 1 to pray 

1^ For dally bread from day to day ! 
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^^ And oh, when through the wilds we roam 
^^ That part us from our heavenly home ; 
j^l When lost in danger, want, and woe, 
^M Our faithless tears begin to flow; 

^^k Do Thou Tl > grac ous comf t g c 
^^k Bywh h alone the oul n ay 1 e 
^^k And grant 1 hy servants Lord we pray 
^^k The bre d of 1 fe from day to day 
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i Thou whom neither time nor space 
1, unknown. 
Nor failh in boldest flight can trace, 
Save through Thy Spirit and Tliy Son ! 

And Thou that from Thy bright abode, 
To us in mortal weakness shown, 

Didst graft the manhood into God, 
Eternal, co-etemal Son ! 

And Thou, whose unction from on high 
Dy comfort, light, and love is known I 

Who, with the parent IJeity, 
Uread Spirit ! art for ever One ! 

Great First and Last ! Thy blessing give^ 
And grant us faith. Thy gift alone. 

To love and praise Thee while we live, 
And do whate'er Thou wouldst have done ! 
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"pHE Loid of Mifeht from Sinus brow, 
1 Cave forth Hls voice of thunder' 
And Israel lay on oarth below 

Outstretch d in fear and wonder 

Beneath His feet was pitchy night 

And at His 1 ft hand and His right 

The rockb wert sent asunder ' 
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I he Lord of Love on Cal\irv 
A meek and suffering stranger 

Upraistd to HeavLn His languid eji 
In natures hour of dangtr 

For lis Ht bort the weight of woe, 

For us He i,-^-. Hi blood to llow 
And nut His Iilhors iii„li 
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Sixth Sunday in Lenl. 

The Lord of Love, the Lord of Might, 

The King of all created. 
Shall back return to claim His right, 

On clouds of glory seated ; 
With trumpet- sound and angel-song, 
And hallelujahs loud and long 

O'er death and hell defeated ! 




Good Friday. 

When sin wilh flowery garland hides her dart. 
When tyrant force would daunt the sinking heart, 
When fleshly lust assails, or worldly care, 
Or the soul flutters in the fowler's snare, — 
Help, Saviour, by Thy cross and crimson stain, 
Nor let Thy glorious blood be spilt in vain ! 

And chiefest then, when Nature yields the strife, 
And mortal darkness wraps the gate of life ; 
Wheti the poor spirit, from the tomb set free. 
Sinks at Thv feet and lifts its hope to Thee, — 
Help. Saviour, hy Thy cross ; 
Nor let Thy glorious blood be spilt i; 





Now empty are the courts of Death, 
And cmsh'd thy sting, Despair ; 

And roses bloom in the desert tomb, 
For Jcsiis hath been there! 



Easier Day. 

And He hath tamed the strength of Hell, 
And dragg'd him through the sky, 

And captive behind His chariot wheel. 
He hath bound Captivity. 

God is gone up with a merry noise 

Of saints that sing on high ; 
With His own right hand and His holy ar 

He hath won the victory ! 





Sin may seek t 
Fury Passion t 

Doubt and Fear, and grim Despaii 
Their fangs against us try ; 

Bui His might shall still defend u 
And His blessed Son befriend us, 
And His Holy Spirit send us 
Comfort ere we die ! 




" Sit Thou on my right hand, my Son ! 

Till in Ihe fatal hour 

Of my wrath and my power, 
Thy foes shall be a footstool to Thy throne !' 

"Prayer shall be made Co Thcc, my Son!' 
the Lord. 

r shall be made to Thee, my Son ! 
From earth and air and sea, 
And all that in them be, 
Which Thou for Thine heritage hast wi 

" Daily be Thou praised, my Son !" saith tlie Lord. 

" Daily be Thou praised, my Son I 
And all that live and n 
Let them bless Thy bleeding love, 

And the work which Thy worthiness hath done !" 






IVkit Sunday. 

When tongues shall cease and ftower decay. 

And knowledge empty prove, 
Do Thou Thy trembling servants stay 

With Faith, with Hope, with Love ! 




/ 
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T T OLY, hnly, holy, Lord God Almighty ! 
-*- ^ Early in the morniDg our song shall rise to Thep : 
Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty ! 
God in three persons, blessed Trinity ! 

Holy, holy, holy ! all Thy saints adore Thee, 

Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy si 

Cherubim and seraphim falling down before Thee, 
Which wert and art and evermore shalt be ! 

Holy, holy, holy ! Though the darkness hide Thee, 
Though the eye of sinful man Thy glory may not see. 

Only Thou art holy, there is none beside Thee, 
Perfect in power, in love, and purity ! 

Holy, holy, holy ! Lord God Almighty ! 
All Thy works shall praise Thy nair 



Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and mighty ! 
God in three persons, blessed Trinity ! 



1 earth and sky 



fei 


k 


1 


* 

?^:^ 


.. ir'riHjl 


rfS 


^ 








^m 




P 


^ 


^^_^vH^^SHv 1 


^m 






^ 


mi\ !o JK 


^^Si 






i 


^^^^i^ffl 




^itsl ^uitbiiii afta 5rrinil5,— No. I. 



OOM for the proud i Yt sons of clay, 
From far his sweeping pomp survey, 
Nur, rashly curious, clog the way 
His chariot wheels before 1 

Lo I with what scorn his lofty eye 
Glances o'er age and poverty. 
And bids intruding conscience fly 
Far from his palace door! 



First SuHiiny ajler Trinity. 
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H [■- fi;L'blf pulse, the gasping breath, 
The clenclied teeth, the glazed eye, 

Are lliese thy sting, thou dreadful Death ? 
O Grave, are these thy victory I • 

The mourners by our parting bed, 
The wife, the children weeping nigh, 

The dismal pageant of the dead, — 
These, these arc not thy victory ! 



Ikii froin the much-loved world 
Our lust untamed, our spirit high, 

All nature struggling at ihe heart. 
Which, dying, feels it dare 

To dream through life a gaudy dream 
Of pride and pomp and luxury. 

Till wakcn'd by the nearer gleam 
nf burning boundless agony ; 



First Sunday after Trinity. 

To meet o'er soon our angry King, 
Whose love we pass'd unheeded by ; 

Lo this, O Death, thy deadliest sting '. 
O Grave, and this thy victory 1 

O Searcher of the secret heart, 

Who deign'd for sinful man to die : 

Restore us ere the spirit part, 
Nor give to Hell the victory ! 






ORTH from the dark and stormy sky. 
Lord, to Thine altar's shade wc fly ; 
Forth from the world, its hope and fear, 
Saviour, we seek Thy shelter here : 
Weary and weak. Thy grace we pray : 
Turn not, O Lord ! Thy guests away ! 

Long have we roam'd in want and pain, 
Long have we sought Thy rest in vain ! 
Wildcr'd in doubt, in darkness lost. 
Long have our souls been tempest-tost : 
Low at Thy feet our sins we lay ; 
Turn not, O Lord ! Thy guests away! 




uhiri) Siiiib;i!) !ifttr JTriiiiij, 



T^HERE was joy in Heaven! 
-'- There w.15 joy in Heaven ! 
When this goodly world to frame 
The Lord of might and mercy cam 
-Shouts of Joy were heard on high. 
And the stars sang from the sky — 
" Glory to God in Heaven \ " 

There was joy in Heaven ! 
There was joy in Heaven ! 
When the billows, heaving dark, 
Sank around the stranded ark. 
And the rainbow's watery span 
Spake of nierey, hope to man, 
And peace with God in Heaven 
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O^ Jifib Sunii;iit iiftrt triiiitn, ^H 

REATOR of the rolling flood 1 

On whom Thy people hope alone ; 
Who cam'st by water and by blood, 
For man's offences to atone : 

Who from the labours of the deep 
Didst set Tiiy servant Peter free, 
- To feed on earth Thy chosen sheep, 
\ And build an endless church to Thee. 

1 Grant us, devoid of worldly care. 

And leaning on Thy bounteous hand, 
To seek Thy help in humble prayer, 
And on Thy sacred rock to stand ; 
And when, our livelong toil to crown. 

Thy call shall set the spirit free, 
To cast with jov our burthen down, 
And rise, Lord ! and follow Thee ! 
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Scbcntli .^unaiin after arintln. 



TTl THIiN Spring unlocks the flowers to paint the laughing soil ; 
■ When Summer's balmy showers refresh the mower's toil ; 

When Winter binds in frosty chains the fallow and the flood, 
In God the earth rejoiceth still, and owns his Maker good. 

The birds that wake the morning, and those that love the shade ; 
The winds that sweep the mountain or lull the drowsy glade, 
The sun that from his amber bower rejoiceth on his way. 
The moon and stars, their Master's name in silent pomp display. 



Si^eitth Sunday after Trinity. 



Shall man, the lord of Nature, expectant of the sky. 

Shall man, alone unthankful, his little praise deny? 

No, let the year forsake his course, the seasons cease to be, 

Thee, Master, must we always love, and. Saviour, honour Thee. 

The flowers of Spring may wither, the hope of Summer fade. 
The Autumn droop in winter, the birds forsake the shade : 
The winds be lull'd— the sun and moon forget their old decree, 
But we in Nature's latest hour, O Lord! i '11 cl'ng to Thte 






ERUSALEM, Jerusalem I enthroned once on high, 
Thou favour'd home of Cod on earth, thou heaven below the sky : 
Now brought to bondage with thy sons, a curse and grief to see, 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem ! our tears shall flow for thee. 

Oh ! hadsl thou known ihy day of grace, and fluck'd beneath 

the wing 
Of Him who call'd Ihee lovingly, thine own anointed King, 
Then had the tribes of all the world gone up thy pomp to see. 
And glory dwelt within thy gates, and all thy sons been free. 



Tenth Sunday after Trinity. 

" And who art thou that mournest me ?" replied the ruin grey, 
" And fear's! not rather that thyself may prove a cast-away ? 
I am a dried and abject branch, my place is given to thee ; 
But woe to every barren graft of thy wild olive-tree ! 

" Our day of grace is sunk in night, our time of mercy spent. 

For heavy was my children's crime, and strange their punishment; 

Yet gaze not idly on our fall, but, sinner, warned Ije ; 

Who spared not His chosen seed tnay send His wrath on thee ! 

" Our day of grace is sunk in night, thy noon is in its prime ; 
Oh, turn and seek thy Saviour's face in this accepted time ! 
So, Gentiie, may Jerusalem a lesson prove to thee. 
And in the new Jerusalem thy home for ever be I" 






ChrttEtit^ Suiiing afitr Srinits- 



HO yonder on llic desert heath, 
Complains in feeble tone?" 
— '* A pilgrim in the vale of death, 
Faint, bleeding, and alone!" 

" How cam'st thou to this dismal strand 
Of danger, grief, and shame?" 

— "From blessed Sioti's holy land. 
By FoUy led, I came ! " 



Thirteenth Sunday after Trinity. 

" What ruffian hand hath stript thee bare ? 

Whose fury laid thee low ?" 
— " Sin for my footsteps twined her snare, 

And Death has'dealt the blow!" 

" Can art no medicine for thy wound, 

Nor nature strength supply?" 
— " They saw me bleeding on the ground, 

And pass'd in silence by !" 

" But, sufferer ! is no comfort near 

Thy terrors to remove ? " 
— " There is to whom my soul was dear. 

But I have scom'd His love." 

"What if His hand were nigh to save 
From endless Death thy days ? " 

— " The soul He ransom'd from the grave 
Should live but to His praise ! " 

"Rise then, oh rise! His health embrace. 
With heavenly strength renew'd ; 

And, such as is thy Saviour's grace. 
Such be thy gratitude ! " 





;, O mother, sounds of lamentation ! 
Wtcp not, O widow, weep not hopelessly ! 
Strong is His ann, the Bringer of Salvatio 
Strong is the Word of God to suci 




OH blest were the accents of early c 
When the Word of Jehovah came down Trom above ; 
In the clods of the earth to infuse anima.tion, 
And wake their cold atoms to life and to love ! 

kg And mighty the tones which the firmament rended, 

When on wheels of the thunder, and wings of the wind, 
By lightning, and hail, and thick darkness attended. 
He uttered on Sinai His laws to mankind. 

And sweet was the voice of the First-born of Heaven, 
(Though poor His apparel, though earthly His form,) 

Who said to the mourner, " Thy sins are forgiven !" 
" Be whole ! " to the sifk, and " Be still ! " to the storm. 



siU 
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Ninetetnth Sunday after Trinity. 

Oh Judge of the World ! when array'd in Thy glory. 
Thy summons again shall be heard from on high. 

While Nature stands trembling and naked before Thee, 
And waits on Thy sentence to live or to die ; 

When the Heaven shall fly fast from the sound of Thy thun 
And the Sun, in Thy lightnings, grow languid and pale, 

And the Sea yield her dead, and the Tomb cleave asunder. 
In the hour of Thy terrors, let mercy prevail ! 





Sljitiitg -first ^nnbaj! nfttr Sriiiitg. 



THE sound of war! In earlh nnd air 
The volleying thunders roll : 
Tlieir fiery darts the fiends prepare, 
And dig the pit, and spread the snare, 

Against the Christian's soul. 
The tyrant's sword, the rack, the flanie. 

The scome^'s serpent tone, 
Of bitter doubt the barbed aim, 
All, all conspire his heart to tame ; 
Force, fraud, and hellish fires assail 
The rivets of his heavenly mail. 

Amidst his foes alone. 

Oods of the world ' ye warrior host 

Of darkness and of air, 
In vam is all jour impious boast. 
In \ain each missile lightning tost, 

In vain the tempters snare! 
Though fast and far jour arrows fly, 

Though mortal nent. and bone 
Shrink m comulsive agony, 
The Christian can jour rage defy : 
Towers o er his head salvation's crest. 
Filth like a buckler guirds his breast, 

Undiunted though alone. 



Twcntv-Jirst Sunday after Trinity. 

'Tis past ! 'tis o'er I in foul defeat 

The Demon host are fled ! 
Before the Saviour's mercy-seat, 
(His live-long work of faith complete,) 

Their conqueror bends his head. 
"The spoils Thyself hast gained, Lord ! 

I lay before Thy throne : 
Thou wert my rock, my shield, my sword ; 
M y trust was . in Thy nanie and word : 
Twas in Thy strength my heart was strong ; 
Thy Spirit went with mine, along; 

How was I then alone?" 





ffbnilg-Mtonb Snnbaj afltr STrinitg. 



God ! my sins are manifold, against my life they cry. 
And all my guilty deeds forgone, tip to Thy temple fly ; 
WiltThou release luy trembling soul, that to despair is driven? 
" Fot^ivel" a blessed voice replied, "and thou shall be 
forgiven ; " 

My foenien, Lord ! are fierce and fell, they spurn me in their 

They render evil for my good, my patience they deride ; 
Arise, oh King; and be the proud to righteous ruin driven ! 
"Fot^ive!" an awful answer came, "as Ibou wouldst be 
forgiven ! " 



'd them, 



Seven times, O Lord 

Tbey practise still to work me woe, they triumph i 
But let them dread my vengeance now, to just 

driven ! 
" Forgive ! '' the voice of thunder spake, " or never be for- 



my pain ; 




ShjinJj-fourtb Simlliiu afltr Sriniln, 



conquer and to save, Ihc Son of God 

Came to His own in great humilitj', 

Who rt'ont to ride on cherub-wings abroad, 

And round Him wrap the mantle of the sky. 

The mountains bent their necks to form His road : 

The clouds dropt down their fatness from on high ; 

Beneath His feet the wild waves softly ilow'd, 

And the winds kiss'd His garment tremhiingly ' 

The grave unl>olted half his grisly door, 

(For darkness and the deep had heard His fame, 

Nor longer mig'ht their ancient rule endure ;) 

The mightiest of mankind stood hush'd and tame ; 

And, trooping on strong wing, His angels came 

To work His will, and kingdom to secure : 

No strength He needed save His Father's name ; 

Babes were His heralds, and His friends the poor I 




SI, lamEB's Jliig. 



lOUGH sorrows rise, and dangers roll 
In waves of darkness o'er my soul, 
Though friends are false and love decays, 
And few and evil are my days. 
Though conscience, fiercest of my foes, 
Swells with remember'd guilt my woes, 
Vet ev'n in nature's utmost ill, 
1 love Thee, Lord ! I love Thee still ! 

Though Sinai's curse, in thunder dread, 
Peals o'er mine unprotected head, 
And memory points, with busy pain. 
To grace and mercy given in vain. 
Till nature, shrinking in the strife. 
Would fly to hell to 'scape from life, 
Though every thought has power to kill, 
1 love Thee, Lord ! I love Thee still ! 

Oh, by the pangs Thyself hast borne. 

The ruffian's blow, the tyrant's scorn ; 

By Sinai's curse, whose dreadful doom 

W:-,s buried in Thy guiltless tomb ; 

By these my pangs, whose healing smart 

Thy grace hath planted in my heart ; 

I know, I feel. Thy bounteous will ! 

Thou lovest me. Lord, Thou lovest me still ! 





f'^!<^B3^fe.'4* pit^lnra* Bag. ^^^H 




^^H^H^^MH^^ Captain of God's host, whose dreadful might ^^^^| 




^^M^BgJBSS^^ Lod forth to war the armed seraphim, ^^^^| 




hHHhA^bJShU ^""^ ^'°"^ '^'^ starry height, ^^^^| 




EBPBlBBl^B n Suhdued in burning fight, ^^^^H 




■uBn^l^^l Cast down that ancient dragon, dark and grim ! ^^^^| 




^^HSS^^H Thine angels, Christ we laud in solemn lays, ^^^^H 




j^^^^BCflHBj Our elder brethren of the crystal sky, ^^^^H 




H^9QH^B| Who, >mid Thy glory's blaze, ^^^H 




UHB^^H^^U The ceaseless anthem raise, ^^^^H 




^^I^^^H^Hl And gird Thy throne in faithful ministry ! ^^^^H 




I^BK^JH^H We celebrate their love, whose viewless wing ^^^^H 




lEMt^^^KM Ha-ih left for us so oft their mansion high, ^^^^H 




j^^^^^a^H^ The mercies of their King ^^^H 




vVllI MKv^Bl To mortal saints to bring, ^^^^H 




iWjK, VBgg^Hl Orguard the couch of slumbering infancy, ^^^^H 




Infl. \ ^^Hf But Thee the First and Last, we glorify, ^^^H 




j'VRI >\ jtKflli Who, when Thy world was sunk in death and sin, ^^ 




K^bWr'li vSral ^°^ ""^'^ Thine hierarchy, 




iK^ilJ^ JieJ^il fhi^ armies of the sky, 


^ 


J^^HH^iH But didst with Thine own arm the batde win. 




HJH^^^RV^ Alone didst pass the dark and dismal shore. 




BVlHfl|H|MM Alone didst tread the wine-press, and alone. 


■ 


VKS^HHJ AU glorious in Thy gore. 


■ ' 


If^H^B^^ Didst light and life 
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^HHHj^HH To us who lay in darkness and undone 








m^^^gsy 


' 
i 


L 


77 



Michachnas Day. 

Therefore, with angels and archangels, we 
To Thy dear love our thankful chorus raise, 

And tune our songs to Thee 

Who art, and art to be, 
And endless as Thy mercies sound Thy praise I 




7« 




I H GOD, that madest earth and sky, the darkness and the day, 1 

this thy family, and help us when we pray 1 
' For wide the waves of bitterness around our vessel n 
._ And heavy grows the pilot's heart to view the rocky shore. 

ir Master bore for us. for Him we fain would 

But mortal strength to ivcakness turns, and courage to ' 

Then mercy on our failings. Lord ! our sinking faith renew ! 
And when Thy sorrows visit us, oh send Thy patience too ! 
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^rop;igalioii of t^E Oasptl. 

TJ'ROM Greenland's icy mountains 
i From India's coral strand, 
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Where Afric's sunny fountains 


^^^M 
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'^E^ 


Roll down their golden sand ; 
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^B ^^^1 




MBi 


From many an ancient river. 


^^^M 


^H ^^^^1 




HR'v,. 


From many a palmy plain. 
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They call us to deliver, 


^^^M 
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Their land from error's chain ! 
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What though the spicy breezes 


^^H 


^^^^B^HM^I 
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Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle, 
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^Ih- 


Though every prospect pleases. 
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Bpi^~ 


And only man is vile : 
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In vain with lavish kindness 
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The gifts of God are strown, 
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. Bows down to wood and stone I 
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garding this universally admired hymn is tranacribed fn 


^H Ry-l<=ir ^ 






-similo of ^le iiriginal auIOEraph (Hughes, Wrciham) 
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^H original WBi 
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at Exhibition of iBs., from Dr. Raffles collection ;- 






ay, ,8.9, ll.» 


late Dr. Shipley. Dean of St. Asaph, airi Vicar ol Wn 
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Chaich, in aid of the Society Tor the FropaEation of the 
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That (I»y was >1» tixd for tbc cumn.=<u»nient of the Sunday Ey«m.B ^^^H 








hed In thai Chuich, and the late Bishop of Calcutta (Keher). then ^^^^H 


^H KcctDrafHadne 




,oii-ni-1a», undertook to deliver the first lecture. In the c 
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former ^^^H 
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Can we, whose souls are ligbtLd 

Wiih Wisdom from on high. 
Can we to men benighted 

The icimp of hght deny ' 
Salvation ' oh, Salvation t 

The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till each remotest r 

Hai learn'd ^^ess1ah's 

Waft, waft, ye winds, His story. 
And you, ye waters, roll. 

Till like a sea of glory 

It spreads from pole to pole ; 





d^ 



^tfort Ibc Sacramtirt. 



READ of the world in mercy broken. 
Wine of the soul in mercy shed ! 
liy whom the words of life were spoken, 
And in whose death our sins are dead ! 

Look on the heart by sorrow broken, 
Look on the tears by sinners shed, 

And be Thy feast to us the token 

That by Thy grace our souls are ftil '. 



^n Intioit to bi snug bttiDtcn t^t ITitaiTQ anil 
<f Dmmunion Strbiw. 




m ! 

bountiful ! 
God the Father Almighty ; 
Ry ihe Redeemer's 

Hear us, help us when wc i 




GOD that madest Earth and Her 
Darkness and Light ! 
Who the day for toil hast given, 

For rest the night ; 

May Thine Angel guards defend i 

Slumber sweet Thy mercy send I 

Holy dreams and hopes attend u 

This livelong night I 



At a Funeral, 

Death rides on every passing breeze, 

He iurks in every flower ; 
Each season has its own disease, 

Its peril every hour ! 

Our eyes have seen the rosy light 
Of youth's soft cheek decay, 

And fate descend in sudden night 
On manhood's middle day. 

Our eyes have seen the steps of age 

Halt feebly towards the tomb. 
And yet shall earth our hearts engage 

And dreams of days to come ? 
Turn, mortal, turn ! thy danger know ; 

Where'er thy foot can tread 
The earth rings hollow from below. 

And warns thee of her dead ! 

Turn, Christian, turn ! thy soul apply 

To truths divinely given ; 
The bones that underneath thee lie 

Shall live for Hell or Heaven ! 





cling lo mortdJ c 
We doLiiit and fear n 
or shrink lo tread the darksome ivj.y 
Which Thou hast (rod before i 

Twas hard from those I loved to go, 

^Vho knelt around my bed, 
Whose tears bedew'd my burning brow, 

VVhoac arms upheld my htad 1 



On Recovery from Sicknuss, 

As fading from nty AiTxy view, 

1 sought their fomis in vain, 
The bitterness of death I koew, 

And groan'd to !ive again. 
Twas dreadful when th' Accuser's power 

AssaiVd my sinking heart, 
Recounting every wasted hour, 

And each unworthy part. 
But, Jesus' m thit mnrt:il fray, 

Thj bksscd comfort stole. 
Like sunshine in a stormy day, 

Across mj darken'd soul ! 
When soon or late, this feeble breath 

No more to Thee shall pray. 
Support me through the vale of death, 

And in the darksome way ! 

When cloth'd in fleshly weeds again 

I wait Thy dread decree, 
Judge of the world ! bethink Thee then. 

That Thnu hast died for me. 
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